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She was dressing for the dance. The new white
chiffon dress that she had ordered a fortnight
ago, with the string-wide shoulder straps and the
diamante round the neck. A deb's frock, the girl
in the shop had said, and had suggested that she
wore it with a string of pale blue turquoise matrix.
There was a hint of pale blue at the waist, there
were little pale blue slippers to wear with it.

Hilda Neale had glanced at it as it lay in its
wrapping of tissue paper.

" You like it?" Doreen had enquired feverishly,
because she was enthusiastic about the dress and
she wanted everybody to like it,

"I always think white and that shade of pale
blue is a little insipid/*

"I think that it looks lovely/' But she knew
that Hilda Neale had now set an idea in her
head, an idea that she did not want put there.

She stood at the top of the stairs in her new
frock. It was idiotic that the question in her
heart was, Is this insipid? Is it stupid? Is it
too little girl? And at this particular moment
in her life she so particularly wanted to look
grown up and dignined.

She saw Hilda Neale standing at the bottom.
She wore a frock of violet moire which rustled
as she walked Tfiere were violets tucked into
the waist, a slick, shapely waist, in spite of the
passing of the years, for Hilda was the spare type.
Then, behind her, Doreen saw Charles, just oonue
out of the library and looking up to the head
of the stairs, where the girl stood in her white
chiffon frock with the pale blue,

" A charming picture/" he said, and Instantly